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THE PLEASURES OF PERFUME,

omething More in the Bottle Than the Mere 11, w

Sweet Sweet,

bigome people,” satd the large and and portly person to
bhe Washington Star reporter, as they stood in a

e
| |

ion of a perfume. What the) ear
thing that will find its chief function in concealing some
other smell which is less pleasant.

¢t isn't so with mé, To me there is sentiment in smell,
if vou will permit the alliteration, and I buy my perfume
hecause of the sentiment. When 1 was younger [ don't
know but that 1 bought about as other people did, and

«till do; but now. having given up the frivolities of the

oav world, 1 live more in the past, and I Jove to think of
what the world was to me as a boy. I lived in the coun-
ey, and when one has started from the ground he gever

starting point. I might say he never céases

IIH;!_:!'.." ll - <= :
Now, here,” said the large and portly person,

1 )

nicking up a bottle of some i{ashionable scent, ‘this is w
sdor that reminds always of crowdad ball roems, of wo
on in sating and laces, ol men in .ull dress, of mu 1
dancing and wine and long hears into the night and hea-
viness in the morning. Do you thirk I want to |

whiff of that sort every time | taxke out my hanckerchief’
Here's another. This reminds me of theaters, on  he stage
and off: the glare of lights, the temptatiors, the jovs,
the triumphs, the defeats, the late suppers, the bitterness
broken hearts, the everything that a man would rath-
Not any per-

e
er forget, and a women can never forget.
fumed reminders of that kind if you please,
“There are others that are equally undesirable, and
there are others that are so artificial that they remind me
of nothing, and they are, if anything, worse than

others.

1 Y

appear to want is some- had been performing in the little town of

I (e

A Horse Dies From Grief.

Short Time.

The emotional life of a horse is remarkable. There are,

: : ! : drug instances on record where the death of the horse has been
tore with a caseful of perfumes spread before them, \waced directly to grief
wdon’t seem to exercise one bit of judgment in the selee- which occurred more than tw

One instance is called to mind,
enty years ago. A circus
nionville, Pa.,
when one of the trained horses sprained one of his legs so
that he could not travel. He was taken to the hotel and
put in a box stall.
made as comfortable as possible, runs an account in the
Kentucky Stock Farm. |

He ate his food, and was apparently contented until
about midnight. when the circus began moving out of
town. Then he became restless and tramped and whined.
As the caravan moved past the hotel he seemed to realize
that he was being deserted, and his anxiety and distress
hecame pitiful. He would stand with his ears pricked in
an attitude of intense listening, and then his ears
wizht the sounds of the retiring wagons he would rush

-

ds

stall to the other, pushing at the door with his nose and
making every effort to escape.
a stranger to him, tried to scothe him, but to no purpose.
e would not be comforted.

Long after all sounds of the circus had ceased, his agi-
tation continued. The sweat poured from him in streams
and he quivered in every part of the body. Finally the

tableman went to the honse, woke up the proprietor and
told him he believed the horse would die if some of the
circus horses were not brought back to keep him company
At about daylight the proprietor mounted a horse and
rode after the circus. He overtook it ten or twelve miles

the away, and the groom who had had charge of the injured

horse returned with him. When they reached the stable

““Now, this,” and the large and portly person picked up the horse was dead.

a bottle, “‘is what I use, because it is a redolent of the

farm.

The stableman said that he remained for nearly an hour

again, and I can see the old fence across the clover field to the utmost tension, and then, without making a sign,

[ can almost touch the clambering vines, I ean

feel the fell and died with scarcely a struggle.

The veterinarian

nibble of the first spring fish at my pin hook, Ican hear who was called remarked after the eircumstances were

the cows in the pasture, I can see the blue skies u
the leafy shade of the big old tree in the front yar

]

see it all. 1 ean hear it all, I can fee! it all, and I hold the become abandoned to grie
bottle in my hand as a treasure greater than that lamp of death, how much more does he appeal to the sympaty and —

thru told him that unquestionably the horse died from grief.
I can If it is possible for all the mental 4aculties of the horse to y
f to such an extent as to cause *a ter plices & the last month."—

Aladdin’s, which brought him gold for the rubbing of it; regard of mankind.

for what this perfume brings to me is what all the gold
in the world can never bring to a man when once he has
let it slip from his grasp in his grasping for what is worth
so much less.”

The large and portly person was silent for as much as a
minute, gazing as if at something which was not of the
earth. Then he spoke again.

“Yes,” he said to the clerk, ‘““you may wrap me up a
hottle of this and give one to this gentleman also,” nod-
ding with a persuasive smile at the reporter.

A Lesson In Poisons,

A Druggist in Kentucky Has Had the Temerity
toSet up a Queer Window.

It seems scarcely wise for a man in the state of Kea-
tucky to declare that whisky is poison, says the San Fran-
cisco Examiner. But there is a reckless individual In
Nicholasville, Ky., who has doneit, and done it in a bold,
disagreeable sort of way, too. -

This person’s name, which is apt to be anthema in Ken-
tucky henceforth, is James W. Gordon, He isin the drug
business in Nicholasville. Just how long his neighbors
and fellow-townsmen will encourage him in pursuit of
trade is very difficult to say. - .

Mr. Gordon has gratuitiously ‘‘rubbed it in” to his com-
{::nnuts on the somewhat dangerous score of whisky. He
1as fitted up in the front of his drug store what he calls a
k!lsm] window, and a bottle of the corn juice dear to the

entucky heart is there.

’ The window is a grewsome thing.
ning,
to commit suicide. In the middle, white and grinning, is
~skull, Clutched in its teeth is the deadly cigarette, an
ash clinging at its tip. At the rignt of the skull is a bot-
e tillc(r with the good corn juice of the l{.entu.:mm\s’dp.d-
dies. At its left is a bottle of port wine. Scattered
about in the foreground are cards, dice and poker chips.
~ The rest of the window is filled with small jars contain-
ing liquid poisons and papers upon which are heaped pow-
ders enough of various sorts to end the troubles of a regi-
ment, Every article is labeled, from the cigarette to the
prussic acid, and to prevent any possible misunderstand-
ng of his meaning R '

Itis a grewsome

Ir. Gordon has fronted the whole
deadly collection with a statling sign, which reads: *“‘Ev-
ery article in this window is poisen.” _ 4 |

What makes the druggist's venture more inexplicable is
that he is a voter in Kentucky and carries no' lile insur-
ance. His pharmacy may be perfectly correct, but
lack of poliey is pitiful.

It is a whole course of lessons to a man who wants

his

|

The Day and the Knight.
Lord Kelvin

: Oaught In the Rain.
when a professor at | "Oh. tsw'e it jolly ™ smid Dicky to Dolly.

Glaszow university was occasionally ! ' Wwonder why people complain
) , < It we are together, wha! matters the
obscure and complex when the in- wenther?
terest of a side TS led him off the I love to be out In the rain!™
' "Thia " " | L
beaten track I'his was 1 @ the =wma need of a ‘brolly," " sald Dicky to
subject an epigram which econ- Dally;
trasted | meihode with thosxe of We're not made of sugar or sal!
his assistant, l'.t_“. to his disadvan-
tage. The onccasion chosen was that ’,
of his return from having received //-

e k'.! o |
npon the bluckboard, “*Work while

it 15 yet Day, for the knight eometh % /

when no man can work.,”
-

i "-~-§. and a student wrote

Eating an Orange.
Fine oranges grow in Florida, and
§ of them are eaten at the table.
The Florula 18 seover the
orange at the equator a
north and south hemisplhieres on a
:'ltil'.l' with a spoon All
of the are in the divisions
of the orange. Chigel them out
with the spoon and eat them. Leave
the partitions. It is bad form teo

sOINN
e i£ o

‘. =erve l.:.!‘

the signs

ZOoAC

-

lothes ean be mended
lendld,

rebody Bear to find fault™

new, isn't "
At the Flood. b

Hearing of a rising river at the
headwaters of the Euphrates, with | ™" L omadiont o sticky,” aaxd Dolly 18

a falling barometer and indication’ |  “4. 4 sce how my nalr's out of curl!

of a flood in the valley, the Pl'lhf‘-i Pleass 1;1 R b mother!® “Ob, dear!™
X ald her brother

canthropus changed his mind and | o C% 0 that j1st (e & gnr

franklv admitted it to Noah. His

manner was that of a chastened and
softened person,

“You monkeved too long,” said
the patriarch “We gave you o
hance to come in with us, and you |
wouldn't take it. Now we have ar-
ranced for all the stock we care
about trving to float.”

The general Liquidation which fol.
lowed had the us m! erfect upon ulll

Foria end the Coin.

eoin betwean the Tn!.ll“c prongs Hf
the forks. Then pla
far on the mm of a wineglass or

Y

as Separated From His Mate and Died in a
i

The leg was bandaged and he was'}

- as best he could wih his injured leg, from one side of the !

The stableman, who was ’®

When 1 catch a breath of it, it makes me a boy perfectly still and with every sense apparently strained o

oy

Mo Never 'mnind, dear, bald beads

are ke kind worda,
He How's that?
Bhe—Thay can never dye.—Hall Hold

Dead to the Warld

N

Humorist -I've jost wrilten fifieen
okes on the man who doesn’t adver-
I'oat—That'

! abg

P wrong Yon shouldn't
¢ desd=Clocinnati En-
uirer

More Than Enouagh.

“] fear you have not had enough ll_-
perience.”

“Not "ad ‘ouff experience? Why, I've 175000 States talk.

London Tatles

Won't Die Just Yet.
-

.
- .~

The Ostrich—I"ve swallowed a packe
of ,nalls, and they've disagreed with

me. Would yer recommend a strong
emetie?
Dr. Monk—No, I'd recommend &

strong magnet

The Modern Child,

“Shall we go lnto the toy store to-

PMece two forks with their prongs gether, Alice? There are some :uwl,rl
one set over the other and Fli]‘l a dolis there!”

“Why, yes-If It will glve you any

the coin Plessure, grandma! —Fllegende Blat- |

ter.

Cenfusing.

~ No.10,

A WARNING.

| The Utter Usslessncss of Taking »
Course In German,

| A custoner during a trying on
(asked her dressma'ter, whose son
wis al collese, if he wore pursuwing
(& general course or specializing in
auy particulur hrancll. The answer
| '

came prompils, through a mouthful
of Pin-.

“Sanskrit, wa'am. He's s
ling in Sanskrit. | can’t say but I'd
'have preferred something ofbit
|more usual 1 the way of education
—sometlung more plain tailor made
for every dav 1'ke.  Sapskrit’s such
a fussv stndy)

Her e

Wis

- —

=M. |f.ohl-i!_f worded,
e ey and nat unio-
telligent. Les<s reasonable and Oqill.’
Iv unespectod were the wemarks of
an old farmer in & remote hill wil-
lage upon the favorite studies of his

m. e had always been suspicious
of the higher education aud was far
from pleased when his Joe, whom
he wizhed to keep on the farm, ob-

1
0 r e

B

tainad a scholar mp

‘danguages may be all night for
folks that’ i to "am in foreign
parts,” | ired recently, with.
napressive deliberation, “but 8 man
that mn't ud botter talk pluiu

| Yankee and do things

“To see that boy of mine sit down
’l’ilh 8 book ve can’t read, u]i.ng
over words e can’t sense—jest put-
ter, putter, mutter, mutter, sputter,
sputter—why, it makes rve fair sick.
|And for all he's heen at it most &
Iyear, he can’t make those Italians
on the hichway understand three
words torether. He owns himself
.hl"q;{','f e -

“11 ftalian he is studying,
{then?” the lstener murmured po.
{ litely.
| “No, "tain’t; it's German,” admit-

I=

ted the old man in a reluctant
growl. “But a precions r ex-
| cuse I call that, and so | him.

| *“I don’t care if "tain’t their own
|lingo, Joe," says 1. ‘It oughter come
a long sight nigher to it then jest
Squeczed all
up together the way folks be om the
map o Europe, course they must
uSc‘{; to each others’ lllkqw'::
lmake each other out,
| “‘Bet ye my Sundsy

meeting het,” | told bim, “if yo talk-

lod reel German to those - T3
!Hmv’d understand ye!’
Al becan do '

| “But he can’t.
to set in & corner with hiz~book,

{ lputter puttering and sputtir spus-

| (tering

“Don’t ye talk to me sboulical-
Heges! Joe's a warping "—Yeuth's
|Companion.
| Cured by Funny Oleries
|  Having vainly tried snd
various remedies to restore to th
ta busimess man whom' [ know and
who had fallen into a morbid con-
|dition owing to vears of overwork,
2 famous Baltimore physician st
last persuaded his pstient to take
a course of funny stories, one at
each meal, with an extra two ot
dinner. The patient, a solemn apd
gloomy fellow, at first rebelled, but,
finally falling in with the ides,
sdopted the course recommepded
and wss in the end restored to
health, the effect of !
entirely to change his mental and
[bodily condition.

Laughter, 1 fact, is one of the
cheapest and most efféctive of med.
icines, breaking up steznation of
fmind and body and sending a
|healthy vibration through one’s sys-
[tern. There 1= very little the mat-
ter with the man who can enjoy »
heartyv laugh - Nashville Tennes-
’Grelll

The Unwitting Jester,

Here are some answers to
questions ot in A recent history
lexamination at a large private
pschool : :

‘ “Simon de Montfort formed what
was known as ihe mad parliament.
It was something the same as it is

wit the insiders, —1 o
WS, v Sl e at the present day,
I rougn , | “Cromwell raised a famous bedy
A stran cvhurch ™o _nf goldiers known tn hi'tol’_\* a8 ‘the
the modidle T non ;:'u! ,he.t- lmh(‘lndé.' —
ed | elf n the back pew. After “Mortmain tried to stop dead
awhile hie bhegan to fidget. Leaning - men from leaving their lsod to
over to the white haired man at his C > e churches.”—London Tatler.
side, evidently an old member of, hw
the congregation, he whispered: puml er. prashing it outward until ' What's In a Vame?
“How long has he been prcach- i T B - - : | A maiten whos Srst seme was TR
ing #" - Jie two cirenmivrences are toucl- J Was the only and el ol
it av vty Vil oo | g esterne In ths poiition, as Of Mr. Juck ;
Fhirty or forty years, I think, shown in the illastration, the fork | 406 N2 9 SWE Svee
the old man answered. “I don’t #R0WDH 1A U : ) Hnb wed
know exactly.” will semain in e tm, and the Outlate (returning to bis botel at 2 | .-*h‘ - Sood o—
“1'l --I»Hl\ ’ then,” decided the Woier way be poured steadily from R tl:lt -l::“l";l‘:‘“';:‘ bis mr:»—ﬂoodf um
etranzer.  “IHe must be nearly the glase into anothier without di geyeioue, I must be tn bed alreadyl | ) —

done "—Everybody's Magazine,

| ———

turbing the coin or the two forks.  Here are my feet.—Pele Mele,
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